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her blue eyes and her rosy lips, gleaming behind her
veil.

The noise was magnificent and formidable, and
it was growing even louder when, on an order from
the prefecture, a squad of police marched upon the
demonstrators. Lacrisse watched them approaching
without surprise, and as soon as they were within
hearing he shouted, " Hurrah for the police ! "

This enthusiasm was not lacking in prudence,
and it was also sincere. Bonds of friendship had
been formed between the brigades of the prefecture
and the Nationalist demonstrators in the ever-to-be-
regretted times, if I may say so, of the ploughman
Minister who allowed cudgel-bearing roughs to dub
the silent Republicans in the streets. That is what
he called acting with moderation. O gentle country
customs ! O primitive simplicity ! O happy days !
Who knew you not never knew the meaning of life !
O simplicity of the man of the open fields, who
vowed that the Republic had no enemies I Where
were the Royalist conspirators and seditious monks ?
There were none. He had hidden them all under his
long Sunday-go-to-meeting coat Joseph Lacrisse
had not forgotten those happy days, and relying on
the old alliance of rioters and police he cheered the
black brigades* Standing in the front rank of the
Leaguers he waved his hat on the end of his stick
in token of peace, shouting twenty times over,